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why he had become an anarchist, answered, " Because I saw
the suffering of the great majority of human beings." Vaillant,
Henry, Caserio and their like are overmastered by the same
idea as Damien. They kill members of the king caste of our
society of to-day in order to scare the bourgeoisie into justice.
There is no arguing with honest fanatics of this type. Whether
society is justified in guillotining or hanging them is another
matter. That their method "is futile, as all history shows, gives
society the right if it so chooses to regard it also as criminal.

The above is all argument and criticism put with almost
savage vigour. But Clemenceau used likewise the lighter
touch of French irony. Thus a wretched family of father,
mother and six children, tramping along the high road near
Paris, found some coal which had dropped from a wagon long
since out of sight. They pick up these bits of chance fuel as a
godsend. They have gleaned after the reapers. Straightway,
the story of Boaz and Euth occurs to Clemenceau, of Boaz and
"his descendant of Nazareth, who is the God of Europe to-day.
The Hebrew Boaz, the landowner of old, gladly leaves the
wheat-ears to be gleaned by Euth and marries her into the
bargain. The Christian Boaz, the coal-owner of our time, gets
the males of the distressed family of coal-gleaners six days'
imprisonment. Such is progress through the centuries ! The
moral of the whole story is brilliantly touched in.

So again in his comment on the catastrophe at the Charity
Bazaar. It was the rank and religiosity of the persons burnt
alive which rendered the tragedy so much more terrible than
if the crowd thus incinerated had only consisted of common
people! It was the cream of French piety that was there
sacrificed. Quite an ecclesiastical and political propaganda
was developed from their ashes. The spirit of class made these
accidental victims of gross carelessness martyrs of Christian
heroism. Yet "if I go*to dance at a charity ball, paying
twenty francs for my ticket, and expire on the spot, I am not
on that account a hero. . . . These gatherings are not exactly
places of torture. People laugh, flirt, $nd amuse themselves,
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